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ERSKINE
-

THE YOUNG CHIEF

—

SYNOPSBIS.—To the Kentucky
wilderness commandsd by
Jerome Banders, in the time Immae-
diately preceding the Revolution,
comes & whits boy flesing from &
tribe of Bhawness by whom be had
been captured and advopred as & pOn
of the chief too, He la given
shelter and the favorable
attention of Dave Yandell, & leadar
among the setilera. The boy warns
his new friends of the coming of &
Bhawnes war party, The fort Is
attacked, and only saved by the
timely appearance of s party of
Virginians, The leader of these ls
tatally wounded, but in his dying
moments recognises the fugitive
youth as his son., At Red Ouaks,
plantation on the James river, Vir-
ginla, Colone! Dale's home, the boy
appears with a message for the
colonel, who after reading It Intro-
duces the bearer to his daughter
Barbara as her cousin, Erskine
Dals. ¥rskine meets two other
cousins, Harry Dals and Hugh Wil-
loughby. Dueling raplers on & wall
at Red Oaka attract Erskine's at-
tention. He takes his t fencing }I

lesson from Hugh. Yandell visits
Red Oaks. At the county falr at
Willlamsburg Erskine mesls &
youth, Dane Grey, and thers at
once arises & bitter antagonism be-
tween them. Grey, in liquor, in-
sulta Erskine, and the Iatter, for
the moment all Indian, draws bis
knife, Yandell dirarms  him.
Ashargsd of his eonduet In the af- 1.
falr w¥th Grey, Erskine leaves Red
Oaks that night, to return to the
wilderness.

CHAPTER VI—Continued,
== S5

‘Harry,” sald Colonel Dale, “earry
your cousin my apologles and give him
Firefly on condition that he ride him
back some day. Tell him this home Is
hig"—the speaker halted, but went on
gravely and firmly — “whenever he
pleases.'"”

“And give him my love" sald Bar-
bara, holding back her tears.

At the river-gate they turned to
wave a last goodby and disappeared
in the woods. At that hour the boy
far over In the wilderness ahead of
them had cooked a squirrel that he
had shot for his breakfast and was
gnawing It to the bones, Soon he rose
and at a trot sped on toward his home
beyond the Cumberland. And with
him, etched with acid on the steel of
hig braln, sped two images—Barbara's
face as he last saw It and the face of
young Dane Grey,

The boy's tracks were easily to be
seen in the sandy road, and from them
Dave judged that he must have left
long hefore daylizht, And he was trav-
€ling rapidly. At sunset Dave knew
that they were not far behind him, but
when darkness hid the lad's tracks
Dave stupped for the nlght. Agaln
Erskine had got the start by going on
befrre day, and it was the middle of)
the forenocon hefore Dave, missing the
tracks for a hundred yards, halted and
turned back to where a little stream
erossed the road, and dismounted, lead-
ing his horse and scrutinizing the

‘ound,

‘He's seen ug tracking him and he's

fbled on us and is tracking us. I

.pect he's looking at us from some-
/here around here.” And he hallooed
it the top of his volce, which rang
down the forest alsles, A war-whoop
answered almost In their earg that
made the blood leap In both the boys.
Even Dave wheeled with cocked rifie,
and the lad stepped from behind a
bush searcely ten feet behind them.

“Well, by gum,” shouted Dave,
“fooled us, after all"

A falnt grin of triumph was on the
1ad's lips, but in his eyes was a walt-
ing Inquiry directed at Harry and
Hugh. They sprang forward, both of
them with thelr hands outstretched:

“We're sorry!"

A few minutes later Hugh was trans-
ferring his saddle from Firefiy to his
own horse, which had gone a trifle
lame. On Firefly, Harry buckled the
boy's saddle and motioned for him to
<limb up, The bewildered lad turned
to Dave, who laughed.

“It's all right.”

“He's your horse, cousin” sald
Harry. “My father sent him to you
and says his home Is yours whenever
you please. And Barbarp sent her
love.” '

At almost the same hour In the
great house on the James the old ne-
greas was cmrying from the boy's
room to Colonel Dale in the llbrary*a
kingly deed that the lad had left be-
hind him, It waa n rude serawl on a
sheet of paper, signed by the boy's
Indian name and his totem mark—a
buffale pilerced by an arrow.

“It make me laugh. I have no use.
I give hole dam plantashun Barbara.”

Thus read the scrawl|

———

CHARTER VI
Led by.Dave, sometimes by the boy,
the four followed the course of ri
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By John Fox, Jr.

Ompyright By Charien Beribosr's Sou’s

On *he summit they went into camp,
and ) 't morning Dave swept a long
arm tiward the wild expanse to the
west,

“Four more days” he cried, “and
we'll be there!” ’

The two boys looked with awe on
the Umitiess stretch of wooded wilds.
It was stlll Virginia, to be sure, but
they feit that once they started down
they would be leaving their own be-
loved state for a strange land of un-
known beasts and red men who people
that “dark and bloody ground.”

Before sunrise next morning they
were dropping down the steep end
rocky trall. That night they slept
amid the rocky foot-hills of the range,
and next morning looked upon & vast
wilderness stretch of woods that un-
dulated to the gentle slopes of the
hills, and that night they were on the
edge of the blue-grass land.

Toward sunset Dave, through a
sixth sense, had the uneasy feeling
that he was not only being followed
but watched from the cliffs alongside,
and he observed that Erskine too had
more than once turnéd Iin his saddle
or lifted his eyes searchingly to the
shaggy flanks of the hilla, Nelther
spoke to the other, but that night
when the hoot of an owl raised Dave
from his blanket, Erskine too was up-
right with his rifle In his hand. For
half an hour they walted, and lay
down again, only to be awakened
again by the smort of a horse, when
both sprang to thelr feet and crawled
out toward the sound. But the heavy
gllence lay unbroken and they brought
the horses closer to the fire.

“Now I know It was Indians,” sald
Dave; “that hoss o' mine can smell
one further'n a rattlesnake” The boy
nodded and they took turns on watch
while the two boys slept on till day-
light. The trall was broad enough
next morning for them to ride two
abreast—Dave and Erskine In advance,
They had scarcely gone a hundred
yards when an Indlan stepped into the

fiuy Had Scarcely Gone a Hundred
Yards When an Indlan Stepped Into
the Path Twenty Yards Ahead.

path twenty yards ahead. Instinctive-
Iy Dave threw his rifle up, but Erskine
caught his arm. The Indian had Ufted
his hand—palm upward. “Shawnee!"
sald the lad, as two more appeared
from the bushes. The eyes of the two
tidewnter boys grew large, and both
clinched their guns convulsively, The
Indinn spokesman pald no heed except
to Ergkine—and only from the lad's
face, in which surprise was succeeded
by sorrow and then deep thoughtful.
ness, could they guess what the gut-
tural speech meant, untll Erskine
turned to them,

They were not on the war path
agalnst the whites, he explained. His
foster-father—Kahtoo, the big chief,
the king—was very lll, and his mes-
sage, brought by them, was that Ers-
kine should come back to the tribe‘and
become chief, a8 the chief's only
daughter was dead and his only son
had been killed by the palefaces. They
knew that In the fight at the fort
Erskine had killed a 8hawnee, hig tor-
mentor, for they knew the arrow,
which Erskine bad not had time to
withdragr. The dead Shawnee's
brother—Crooked Lightning—was with
them, He It was who had recoguized
the boy the day before, and they had
kept him from killilng Erskine from
the bushesa. At that moment a gigan-
tlec savage stepped from the brush.
The boy's frame quivered, stralght-
ened, grew rigld, but he met the ma-
levolent glare turned on him with
emotionless face and himself quletly
to speak while Harry and Hugh
Dave watched him en-
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he loved them, He had fled from the
Shawnees because of the cruelty of
Crooked Lightning's brother, whom he
had slaln. But If the Indlans were
falling Into evil ways and following
evil counsels, his heart was sad.

“I will come when the leaves fall"
he concluded, *but Crooked Lightning
must piteh his lodge In the wilderness
until he can show that his heart Is
good.” And then with an Imiperious
gesture he waved his hand toward the
west :

“Now go!”

.* was hard even for Dave to realize
that *he lad, to all purposes, was actu-
ally thn the chlef of a powerful tribe,
and even he was a little awed by the
instant obedlence of the savages, who,
without a word, melted Into the bushes
and disappeared. Dave recovered him-
self with a little chuckle only when
without a word Erskine clucked Fire-
fiy forward, quite unonsclously taking
the lead. Nearing sunset, from a
little hill Dave pointed to a thin blue
wisp of smoke rising far ahead from
the green expanse.

“There It Is, boya!™ he cried. Al
the horses were tired except Firefly
and with a whoop Erskine darted for-
ward and disappeared. They followed
as fast as they could and they heard
the report of the boy's rifie and the
meries of war-whoops with which he
wad heralding his approach. Nobody
in the fort was fearful, for plainly It
wias no unfriendly coming. All were
gathered at the blg gate and there
were many yells and cries of welcome
gnd wonder when the boy swept Into
| the clearing on a run, brandishing his
rifle above his head, and pulled his
flery black horse up In front of them.

“Whar'd you steal that hoss?"” shout-
ed Buod

“Look at them clothes!" erled Jack
Sanders, And the women—Mother
Sanders, Mother Noe and Lydla and
Hopor and Polly Conrad—gathered
about him, laughing, welcoming, shak-
ing hands and asking questions.

“Where's Dave? That was the
chlef questlon and asked by several
volces at the same time. The boy
looked grave,

“Dave ain't comin’ back,” he sald,
and then seeing the look on Lydia's
fnce, he smiled: “Dave—" He had no
further to go, for Dave's rifie eracked
and his volee rose from the woods,
and he and Harry and Hugh galloped
Into the clearing, Then were there
more whoopings and greetings, and
Lydla's starting tears turned to smiles,

Dave 1Thd to tell ahout his trip and
Erskine's races—for the lad would say
nothing—and in turn followed stories
of killing buffalo, deer, panther and
wildeat during his absence. Early the
women disappeared, soon the*men be-
gan to yawn and stretch, and the sen-
tinels went to the watch-towers, for
there had been. Indian slgns that day.
I'hils news thrilled the eastern lads,
and they too turned Into the same bed
bullt out from the wall of one of the
cabing and covered with bearskins.
And Harry, just before his eyes closed,
saw through the open door Erskine
seated aldne, the connecting-link be-
between the tidewater aristocrats and
these rude ploneers, between these
backwoodsmen and the savage ene.
mies out in the black encireling wil-
derness. And that boy’s braln was In
a turmoll—what was to be his fate,
there, here, or out there where he had
promised to go at the next falling of
the leaves?

L] L ] L] L ] L] - L ]

The green of the wilderness dulled
and burst into the yellow of the buck-
eye, the scarlet of maple and the rus
set of oak. This glory In turn dulled
and the leaves, like petals of withered
flowers, began to drift to the earth.
Through the shower of them went
Erskine and' Firefly, who had become
as used to the wilds as to the amiling
banks of the far-away James. And
the two now were one in mutual affec.
tion and & mutual understanding that
Was uncanny,
| The boy was the son of a king again,
and as such was on his way In answer
to the wish of a king. For food he
carried only a little sack of salt, for
his rifle wonld bring him meat and
the forest would glve him nuts and
frult. When the was nearing its
highest, he “barked” a squirrel from
the trunk of a beech; toward sunset
a fat pheasant fluttered from the
ground to a low limb and he shot its
head off and camped for the night.

On the second day he reached the
broad buffalo trall that led to the salt-
licks and on to the rlver, and then
memories came. He remembered a
place where the Indlans had camped
after they had captured himself and
his mother. In his mind was a falnt
pleture of her sitting against a tree
and weeping ané of an Indian striking
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An
August Moon

By RUBY DOUGLAS

(@, 1941, by McClure Newapaper Byndicate.)

Hope Fenton did not belleve In fair-
fes. She had been out In the world of
reality too long to have retained her
faith in anything so pretty. But she
did belleve In following & persistent
urge that seemed to come to her re-
peatedly from somewhere out of her
own ken. '

It was her last summer vacation be-
fore she should leave college and she
was worried as to how she was golng
to pay her expenses In her senlor year,
She knew there would be many extras
and her meager Income, earned
through the college year by work ont-
slde of her stodies, barely pald her
actual fxpense.

School teachers whom she knew
were going up Into a mountain hotel
to wait on the table for two months.
Surely If school teachers could do it,
she could. Somehow, it seemed to her
not quite the sort of work that she
would have chosen.

“Beggars can’t be choosers," she
sald at last and, following the urge,
she wrote to the manager of the moun-
tain Inn and applied for a position.

She did not tell Tom Baker what
she was golng to do, He was a senlor,
also, but In s different college, and
she felt, somehow, that he would not
approve of her doing this sort of work.
He had never known that she had so
difficult a time getting along. Evi-
dently his people had plenty of money,
for she had never heard him speak of
belng worrled.

With two of her friends who were
golng to the same inn, she left the
elty for the small mountain town
where she was to spend the next two
months, Every time the girls talked
abont the work they were about to do
they burst Into peals of laughter. And
what they wouldn't do with the tips!

“] do hope I shall be able to hold
the positlon, girls," sald Hope as they
were being carried over bumpy moun-
tain roadsdn the hotel bus.

"Position? It's a job! And what
you get will be wages—not salary.
You might as well get yourself right,
Hope, before you get It wrong," sald
one of the school teachers, She felt
that she could come down off her dlg-
nity now that she was not being an
example to fifty-odd children. :

Hope was 80 nervous the first night
at dinner that it was all she could do
to serve the nice famlily at the table
to which she had been assigned. The
family was evidently remalning for a
few days, for there was no tip offered
to her, and she felt relleved.

Her zone in the dining room was ex-
tended the following day until she had
four tables, and then she had little
time to be nervous, Bhe found herself
becoming a very proficlent waltress,
and she agreed with the girls that the
white upniform was very becoming to
her fresh coloring and falr, well-kept
halr,

The week-ends brought many tour-
ists, and the girls had a busy time and
recelved some substantial tips. They
used to gather In the room of Hope, as
they called it, and count thelr change
and glggle and have a relaxed hour
after the hard day's work.

“One of the men calls her ‘Sister’
and ls as kindly as he can be., I had
only one cridnk today—an old-maid of
8 man who wanted his beans cookéd
way down low in the pot, the way
they do back home In Kentucky. I
tried to get him some flizzled-looking
black ones and he grunted a thanks.
I'd hate to marry some of these men,
wouldn't you?"

The other girls agreed that It wasn't
a bad way to get insight into mascu-
line characteristics, Altogether, they
found the work Interesting, amusing
and very profitable, Hope could see
herself quite free-from financlal worry
during her senlor year. And the
mountaln alr was giving her a new
lense on life in spite of the hard work.

“I'm expecting my family this weak-
end, Sister,” said the man whom Hope
had been serving for a week, “Could
you arrange for a larger table—three
children and Mrs. White? And—TI'd
like you to gontinve to take care of
us, if you ean.”

Hope egald that she would do the
best she could and felt flattered at the
kindly Interest of the elderly man even
though he had chosen to call her
rather familiarly “Sister.” She could
see that he was well Intentloned.

“And my wife's chauffeur is a col-
lege lad who len't accustomed, I think,
to roughing it. Please see that he Is
well served outside, will you?"

Hope eald that she would, and when
she had taken care of the wholp White
family and had been (ntroduced—much
to her embarrassment—to Mrs, White
and the children, she slipped outside
to the room where the chauffenrs ate
their meals, ,

Coming In at-the door oppoaite, just

thought of him, And in a uniformt
Well, he had nothing of advantage
She, tov, was In uniform,

When she had told the girla, and
they had seen her off in the moonlight
that night to join Tom, she looked
lovely In & summer frock of jade green
organdie. In the welrd light she was
very beautiful.

“I thought you were the most beau-
tiful thing I had ever seen when I saw
you In that uniform tonight. Now I
know that you were not—you are so
lovely now, Hope,” began Tom as they
caught step and strolled beneath the
white birch trees.

“And—well, there Is no use talking—
any kind of uniform s attractive to a
girl, isn't 1t7?" she laughed.

They told each other all about how
they happened to be doing this sort of
work. He was In the same financial
condition that she was and he had
sald nothing about It for fear of low-
ering himself—or his ability to get on
In the world—in her eyes,

It was late when he took her to the
steps of the inn. The August moon
was sinking low, and the perfume of
the mountain shrubs made the air
wonderfully sweet.

“Hope—I love you. Could you—
would you—try to wait for me?”

She did not reply. It was as she
would have had him say it. The moon,
the mountains — everything In her
dream had come true.

“WiHl you? I'm sure we can work
out a scheme together, dear.,”

She put her hands In his. “We're
not afruid of work, Tom. And we'll
be equipped with trained minds after
next year, so—well, I think we can
try It. I—I do love you."

CONCENTRATE ON ONE LINE

Andrew Carnegie's Recipe for Busie
ness Success Calls forn Individual
Attention to Own Enterprise.
Andrew Carnegle belleved he could
manage his own ecapltal better than
any other person, and advised young
men to concentrate thelr efforts on

one business. HIig opinlon follows:
“I belleve the trye road to pre-eml-
nent success in any line I8 te make
yourself master in that line. T have
ne faith In the polley of scattering
one's resources, and In my experience
I have rarely if ever met a man who
achleved pre-eminence In money mak-
Ing—certalnly never one In manu-
facturing—whoe was (Interested In
many concerns. The men who have
succeeded have chosen one line and
stuck to It, It Is surprising how few
men appreciate the enormous divi-
dends derivable from Investments In
thelr own business. There Is scarcely
i manufacturer In the world who has
not in hls works some machlnery that
should be thrown out and replaced
by Improved appliances; or who does
not for mant of additional machinery
or new methods, lose more than sufii-
clent to pay the largest dividend ob-
talnable by Investment beyond his own
domain, And yet most Lbusiness men
whom I *have known invest in bank
shares and In faraway entetprises, -

while the true gold mine lies right In |

thelr own factorfes. I have always
tried to hold fast to this cardinal doe-
trine, that I could manage my own
capital better than any other person,
and much better than any board of
directors. The losses which men en-
counter during a business life which
serlously embarrass them are rarely
in thelr own buslness, but In enter
prises of which the Investor ls not
master. My advice to young men
would be not only to concentrate thelr
whole time and attention on the one
business In life In which they engage,
but to put every dollar of thelr cap-
Ital Into It."—Kansas City Tifnes.

Eagles Tralned to Hunt Wolves.

You often read about the falcon
hunts of the days before the Invention
of sporting guns and smokeless pow-
der, but these hunts must have been
tame compared to a modern Korean
wolf hunt with trained eagles.

O the southwestern coast of Koren
or 'Chosen as It Is now ecalled, there
rises an Immense Isolated rock of
black basalt, which forms an Island-
like peninsula. Durlng the days of
Chinese supremacy over Korea this
mass of mountain projecting Into the
sea was kept as an eagle preserve.

The eagles were trained and used
hy the emperors of Korea for pursuing
antelopes and wolvea, :

With the exception of Stellar's sea-
eagle, which preys upon young seals,
the Korean sen-eagles are the largest
of any species found In temperate
countries, though probably the great
forest eagle of the Phillppines i larg-
er, Their plumage Is very dark, be-
coming almost black with age, and the
beak is wvery pale buff, approaching
white.

Mammogh loe Sheets.
Ice fields within the torrid zone
amaze us. There Is yet one more reve-
lation. The ice that melted In China

Dslpepsia

Paradoxical Outlook.
*“] am working just now on a sea
story.”
“Do you think you ecan land It

“Mothers of
the World"
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